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Shore Church, four miles away. To our farm equip-
ment there had been added a " phaeton " for mother
to drive and the kind of horse that is driven in a phaeton,
that is born quiet, never grows old and lives on into
eternity. The ease and comfort of a phaeton can be
appreciated by riding once in a buckboard (just once
is all you need), a vehicle that means a set of slats on
axles with a seat on the slats. Its motion is similar to
that of the new " sea-sickness medicine." A phaeton
with steel springs, low entrance and two seats can carry a
capacity load and attain a speed, on the level, of six miles
an hour. Even at that we walked in turns.

The parish church of Georgina stood on the high bank
dotted with cedar trees overlooking Lake Simcoe, and
oh, what a paradise the view presented ! I have often
and often written of Lake Simcoe. I know, with a few
odd miles left out here and there, its every stick and stone,
its island and points; and I claim that there is in all
the world no more beautiful body of water. Writing
it up years ago in a Canadian Geographical Journal I
said :

" The Islands of the ^Egean Sea have been regarded for
centuries as a scene of great beauty ; I know, from.having
seen them, that the Mediterranean coast of France and-
the valleys of the Pyrenees are a charm to the enchanted
country ; and I believe that for those who like that kind
of thing there is wild grandeur in the Highlands of Scot-
land, and a majestic solitude where the midnight sun
flashes upon the ice peaks of Alaska. But to my thinking
none of those will stand comparison with the smiling
beauty of the waters, shores and bays of Lake Simcoe
and its sister Lake Couchiching, Here the blue of the
deeper water rivals that of the J3gean ; the sunlight
flashes back in lighter colour from the sandbar on the
shoals; the passing clouds of summer throw moving
shadows as over a ripening field, and the mimic gales that
play over the surface send curling caps of foam as white as
ever broke under the bow of the .Egean galley*